10                    LIFE OF JOSEPH SEVERN.

that his son had sufficient talent to enable him to overcome
the apparently insuperable obstacles to success, and thought
his indifference to the engraver's trade as foolish as it was
reprehensible. In vain he pointed out that a master-engraver
was an artist, and that there was artistic scope for the ablest
draughtsman in so worthy a profession. His son replied
that it might be the finest calling on earth, but was not to
his liking, as even the finest engravings the world had
seen were interpretative and not creative, and that he wanted
to create, and to have free scope for his development to that
end- The seven, or rather eight, years that were passed in
more or less close apprenticeship to the art of " stabbing
copper," were undoubtedly hurtful to Severn in other
respects than by occupying the best years of his youth
with labour at once enforced and alien to his tastes,
and by circumscribing his opportunities for drawing
and anatomical study. For the long apprenticeship
meant all manner of adverse influences upon both his
mental and physical development. He had no time for
healthy exercise, little leisure for reading, and that at the
expense of his already tired eyesight, and of his almost
exhausted stock of energy; and, moreover, such reading as
he could manage was haphazard, and so sometimes calculated
to cause mental confusion rather than aid his intellectual
growth. "The years of youth are as a mirror, fore-
shadowing the years to come," says an Oriental proverb;
and with some such sentiment Severn closes the first section
of his earliest reminiscences. No after-care, he says in
effect, can absolutely readjust the balance lost through the
expenditure in a wrong direction of those years of youth
which should be bartered to a particular end with a heed at
once scrupulous and far-seeing. " Owing to those limited
beginnings," he admits, " I may perhaps have been induced
since to undertake works that were rather the effect of love
than skill, of enthusiasm than judgment. This may have
been always an evil for me." It undoubtedly was, and credit
is due to him for the self-criticism. Indeed, throughout life
Severn was a strange mixture of childlike vanitv, genuine;(for she had
